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As we came down the lower slopes of the wooded hillside into the
glades of the park the herds of deer were moving under the bro,wn
'

oaks and 'the hrilliant green hawthorns, and we came
tallest largest stateliest ash I ever saw and what seemed at first in
the dusk to be a great ruined grey tower, but which proved to be
the vast ruin of the king oak of Moccas Park, hollow and broken but
still alive and vigorous in parts and actually pushing out new shoots
and branches. That tree may be 2000 years old. It measured roughly
33 feet round by arm stretching.

I fear those grey old men of Moccas, those grey, gnarled, low-
browed, knock-kneed, bowed, bent, huge, strange, long-armed,
deformed, hunchbacked, misshapen oak men that stand waiting
and watching century after century, biding God's time with both
feet in the grave and yet tiring down and seeing out generation after
generation, with such tales to tell, as when they whisper them to
each other in the midsummer nights, make the silver birches weep
and the poplars and aspens shiver and the long ears of the hares and
rabbits stand on end. No human hand set those oaks. They are
'the trees which the Lord hath planted*. They look as if they had
been at the beginning and making of the world, and they will pro-
bably see its end.

Sunday, 23 April

One of the quiet peaceful Monnington Sundays. I like a Sunday
at Monnington, it is so calm and so serene. There is no hurry, no
crowd, no confusion, no noise.

The silver birch droops and waves her long dusky tresses as a
maiden with delicate white limbs and slender arms and hands lets
down her long hair and combs it to the curve of her beautiful knees
shrinking from sight and hiding herself in the dusky cloud and
twilight of her tresses rippling to her feet.

Then I love to walk up the great avenue, as up a vast and solemn
Cathedral aisle, while the wind sighs through the branches of tall
sombre Scotch firs overhead and makes mournful music as it
breathes upon that natural Aeolian harp which is the organ in that
Cathedral. The Choir is comprised of the wild birds and with their
songs chimes in the flowing river as it rushes over the rocks and the
voices of bells ringing for service from the hillsides around.

The three bells of Monnington begin to chime quickly from the